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matched beyond the walls of Gotham, the council
had ceased to make daily returns of the dead, the
number of which could only be guessed from the
march of funerals through the streets, and from
the register of interments in the ten or twelve
busiest graveyards. The rate of deaths ran high,
and it was grossly extended by the arithmetic of
fear. Rres were burning in every street; lime
was being forced into every gutter; no one dared
to enter a public conveyance; horrible tales, the
offspring of a Southern brain, were whispered in
your ears at table, where you heard that every
officer had flown from the cemeteries, even the
felons and murderers who had been promised
their pardon on condition of interring the victims
of cholera; that the unburied corpses were heaped
together in the island; that coffins and sear-cloths
had been set on fire by the runaways; that a
thousand nameless horrors had been committed in
the dead-houses and in the graveyards. The
death-bells were tolling day and night.

We left the city early. Noon saw us at Macon,
picking grapes and sucking melons; midnight
brought us to St. Joseph (affectionately called
St. Joe), on the Missouri Kiver, some dozen miles
above Atchisori, and of course on the eastern bank.